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FOREWORD 


A Book of Lively Verse was intended to provide 
three volumes of verse which would be enjoyed 
by boys and girls insecondary schools. It was the 
Compiler’s belief that, with children, ready under- 
standing and spontaneous enjoyment are essential 
to the natural development of a taste for poetry, 
that much verse which to the adult is hackneyed 
or mere jingle is still a source of delight to the 
young, and that if the taste for poetry be acquired 
naturally, discernment will follow in due course 


The reception of those volumes and reque Es 
for a junior book prompted a further sele@tion. 
With the average child under ten, th 
emand for romantic adventure 


ma o a an oaan and fun. A ew 
basis of selection was there ore essential. 
Here is vers that has been enjoyed by children 
of eight and nine. 


i A.S. 
w 


CONTENTS 


NOTICING PAGE 
I. Ducks’ Ditty.. .. .. .. .. K. Grahame I 
2. Nicholas Nye os -s 4. We dela Mare 2 
So loeyMoongaeee See cf ce E L Eoln 4 
4. The Silent Snake .. .. .. PE | cals 5 
5. The Traveller .. .. .. .. N. Gale 6 
6. My Dog.. PA otra! Bead LEWIS 7 
7. The Squirrel .. aM i) |e M:Howit . 8 
8. Grasshopper Goal, oe e M ae 9 
9. A Friend in the Garden .. .. J: H. Ewing ys - T0 
to. A Bit of Colour.. .. .. .. H. Smith coe om BBE 
11. The Thrush’s Nest .. .. .. J. Clare ae on RO 
te. pis) Nests oan Wig coe a a sen ero WEES} 
73) The Spring Walki .: 8. .. T: Milley) .. (2 14 
14. Spring Song .. .. 4. M. Howitt 1... 7 
15. How Glad I Shall Be -» .. Bi Cook ee ro 
16. Bedtime é + cee geal WEE Hood: ere (ZO 


THINKING AND FEELING 
O. W. Holmes .. 22 


W.W. Gibson .. 24 
W. B. Rands aa OR 
E. Rendall .. 26 


D. Wordsworth .. 
H. W. Horeta wi 


23. The Oak and ane Ash _ 


24. How eae is Nigh’ R. South eee 30 
25. The Lam gnt W. South ach ie Maca 
26, The Rots Grave oo. cna Rogers ss 32 
27. The Lark’s Grave 5 a8 ie 4; 33 
28. Itis Not Growing Like a Tree .. B. Jonson .. .. 34 
29. The Brave Fisher's Life .. .. J. Chalkmill .. =.. 35 
30. To a Fish of the Brook .. .. IE MCLE as. o i GS 
31. Nature, The Teacher .. .. .. W. Wordsworth .. 39 
IMAGINING 
apose Unc Pa “Weldelln Mare lc 40 
33. ihe Child Alone ee. 2 - .. M.L. Woods ++ 43 
34, The Land of Stary Books! peu Ril) Sievenson eee 47 
ee Romance E (Guciinin oe de, 8 


The Dream Ship |. +s 22 «2 W. KeHolnes .. = 50 


CONTENTS 


The: Duele eee eS A . 

Little Bell .. -. T. Westwood .. 

The Owl and the Pussy Cat PLE Lear es i 

The Fairy Shoemaker 3 - W. Allingham 

The Fairies .. ++ +. 4. W. Allingham 

The Butterfly’s Ball .. .. -. W. Roscoe 
LAUGHING AND JESTING 

The Three Little Pigs - Sir A. A. Scott-Gatty 

Our Cat -. Sir E. Parry Ee 

The Tale of a Dog and a Bee me en 

The Twins .. IUH Si ‘Leigh 

The Bee and the Lily | T. Westwood . 


The Pobble Who Has No Toes E. Lear .. 
The Jumblies = E. Lear .. 
Sage Counsel he spat ae Sir A. 1. Quiller-Couch 
The Naughty Girl .. .. 

Mr Nobod yeep ims 2 eee 
John Trot .. RG E T. Hood .. 
Going an Errand. mec; O 
A Farmer Went Trotting .. 

John Cook’s Grey Mare 


TELLING A TALE a 
Hey oes, AA R. LNGievenson 
i = 3 i W. de la Mare 
ane quirrels Ra . W. Howitt 
e Child and the Snake . i “M. Lamb 
Bite TAEA Up DS on oo a ss es, 
R Night with a Wolf ef I. B. seg! w 
The Ant and the cket: . W nA 
The Lark and the ao 
The Mouse and the Cake . Dube. Cook . i 
The Mountain and the Squirrel R. W. Emerson 
Good Night and Good Morning Lord Houghton 
The Forsaken Merman .. .. M. Arnold. 


A, 
A Good 


BLY 


ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 


The Compiler’s thanks for permission to include copyright 
poems are tendered to the following:— 


Mr. Norman Gale for his poem “ The Traveller.” 
Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch for his poem “ Sage Counsel.” 
Sir Edward Parry for his poem “ Our Cat.” 


Messrs. Blackie & Son Ltd. for “The Dream Ship,” by W. K 
Holmes. 


Messrs. Macmillan & Co. Ltd. and the author for ‘‘ Down the Road,” 
from The Golden Room by W. W. Gibson. 


Messrs. Basil Blackwell & Mott Ltd., Oxford, for “ The Wind,” 
from Thursday's Child by E. Rendall. 


Messrs. Heinemann Ltd. and the author for “ Suppose,” by Walter 
de la Mare. 


essts. Constable & Co. Ltd. and the author for “ Berries ” and 
“Nicholas Nye,” by Walter de la Mare. 


Messrs. John Lane, The Bodley Head, Ltd. and the author for 
op Child Alone,” by Margaret L. Woods. 

Messrs. Jj Lane, The Bodley Head, Ltd. and the author for 
fe ae from The Child World by Gabriel Setoun. 

Messrs, John Lané»The Bodley Head, Ltd. for “ The Duel,” fromt 
Lullaby Land by Eugene Field. a an 1 

Mr. Lloyd Osbourne for “ The Land of Story Books ” and“ A Good 
Play,” from A Child’s Garden of Verses by Robert Louis 
Stevenson. ` = 


Messrs. Erskine Macdonald & Co. and the author for “ My Dog,” 
by E. Lewis. 
Mrs. Kenneth Grahame and Messrs. Methuen & Co. Ltd. for 


Ducks’ Ditty ” from The Wind in the Willows by Kenneth 
Grahame. 


Messrs. J. B. Cramer & Co. Ltd., Messrs. W. Paxton & Co. Ltd. 
and Messrs. J. Curwen & Sons Ltd. for “The Three Little 
Pigs,” by Sir A. Scott-Gatty, reprinted from the Curwen 
Edition, No. 1450. : 

dae are ee tendered to the Incorporated Society ot 

r S, Pla ight f 
E f Se s and Composers and to Messrs. James 


vi 


A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 


Noticing 
1. DUCKS’ DITTY 


LL along the backwater, 
A Through the rushes tall 
Ducks are a-dabbling 
Up tails all ! 


? 


Ducks’ tails, drakes’ tails, 

Yellow feet a-quiver, 

Yellow bills all out of sight 
Busy in the river ! 


Slushy green undergrowth 
_ Where the roach swim— 
=~ Here we keep our larder 
“~~ Cool and full and dim ! 


Every one for what he likes ! 

We like to be 

Heads down, tails up, 
Dabbling free ! 


High in the blue above 
Swifts whirl and call— 
We are down a-dabbling 
Up tails all ! 
Kenneth Grahame, 
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2. NICHOLAS NYE 


HISTLE and darnel and dock grew there, 
And a bush, in the corner, of may, 
On the orchard wall I used to sprawl, 
In the blazing heat of the day; 
Half asleep and half awake, 
While the birds went twittering by, 
And nobody there my lone to share 
But Nicholas Nye. 
x Nicholas Nye was lean and grey, 
_ Lame of a leg and old, 
Mo e than a score of donkey’s years 
He hag seen since he was foaled; 
He m nched the thistles, purple and spiked, 
Would sometimes stoop and sigh, ‘em 
And turn to his head, as if he said, AA 


“Poor Nicholas Nye!” =» 


Alone with his shadow he’d drowse in the meadow, 
Lazily swinging his tail, — 

At break of day he used to bray,— 
Not much too hearty and hale; 

But a wonderful gumption was under his skin, 
And a clear calm light in his eye, - 

And once in a while: he’d smile:— 
Would Nicholas Nye. f 
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Seem to be smiling at me, he would, 

From his bush, in the corner, of may,— 
Bony and ownerless, widowed and worn, £ 

Knobble-kneed, lonely and grey; 
And over the grass would seem to pass 
Neath the deep dark blue of the sky, 
Something much better than words between me 
And Nicholas Nyé, ; 


But dusk would come in the apple boughs, 
The green of the glow-worm shine, 

The birds in nest would crouch to rest, 
And home Id trudge to mine; 

And there, in the moonlight, dark with dew, 
Asking not wherefore nor why, 

Would brood like a ghost, and as still as a post 

Old Nicholas Nye. j 


Waller de la Mare. 
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LOOK at the moon ! 
ə She is shining up there; 
O mother, she looks 
Like a lamp in the air, 


Last week she was smaller, 
And shaped like a bow; 
But now she’s grown bigger, 

And round as an O. 
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Pretty moon, pretty moon, 
How you shine on the door, 
And make it all bright. 
On my nursery floor ! 


You shine on my playthings, 
And show me their place, 
And I love to look up 
At your pretty face. 


And there is a star 
Close by you, and maybe 
That small twinkling star 
Is your little baby. 


Eliza Lee Follen, 


4. THE SILENT SNAKE 


HE birds go fluttering meee air, 
The rabbits run and skip, 
Brown squirrels race along the bough, 
The Mariei, and dip; 
But, while these creatures play and leap, 
The silent snake goes creepy-creep ! 


The birdies sing and whistle loud, 

_ The busy insects hum, 

The squirrels chat, the frogs say, “ Croak |” 
` But the snake is always dumb. 

With not a sound through grasses deep 

The silent snake goes creepy-creep ! 
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5. THE TRAVELLER 


LOVE a little darling 
Who is smaller than a starling, 
But she wants to fly a thousand miles away. 
On a metal line she’s sitting, 
With a heart pit-pat-pit-pitting 
As the English evening turns from gold to grey. 


She’s finished all her packing, 
And there’s really nothing lacking 


For the journey to be taken in the old and 
wondrous way. 


She’s at fever-heat for going, 
By a law beyond our knowing, 
As the English evening turns from gold to grey. 


I think each reader guesses 
Why she has no change of dresses, 
Though she means to make so very long a stay: 
In her coat and skirt of feath 
She’s prepared for foreign wea er 
As the English evening turns from gold to grey. 


h 


Not in body can I follow 
Through the air the gentle swallow, 
et my love shall speed beside her on the way. 


ow a dread of northern snowing 
Frets her feathery heart. 


She’s going ! 
And the English evening 


’s gold is lost in grey. 
Norman Gale. 


———_ 
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6. MY DOG 


AVE you seen a little dog anywhere about ? 
H A raggy dog, a shaggy dog, who’s always 
looking out 
For some fresh mischief which he thinks he really 
ought to do. 
He’s very likely, at this minute, biting someone’s 
shoe. 


If you see that little dog, his tail up in the air, 

A whirly tail, a curly tail, a dog who doesn’t care 

For any other dog he meets, not even for himself; 

Then hide you mats; and put your meat upon the 
topmost shelf. 


If you see a little dog, barking at the cars, 


A raggy dog, a shaggy dog, with eyes like twinkling 
stars, 


Just let me know, for though he’s bad, as bad as 
bad can be; LN 
I wouldn’t change that dog for all the treasures of 
the sea! 
Emily Lewis. 


J. B.L. V. 3 
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7. THE SQUIRREL 


HE pretty red Squirrel lives up in a tree, 

Tr A little blithe creature as ever can be; 
He dwells in the boughs where the stock- 
dove broods, 

Far in the shades of the green summer woods; 
His food is the young juicy cones of the ge 
And the milky beech-nut is his bread and his wine. 
In the joy of his nature he frisks with a bound 
To the topmost twigs, and then down to the ground, 
Then up again like a wingéd thing, 
And from tree to tree with a vaulting spring; 
Then he sits up aloft, and looks waggish and queer, 
As if he would say, ‘‘ Ay, follow me here ! ” 
And then he grows pettish, and stamps his foot; 
And then independently cracks his nut ! 
And thus he lives the long summer through, 
Without a care or a thought of sorrow. 
But, small as he is, he kno 


ws he may want, ~ 
In the bleak winter w 


eather, when food is scant: 
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So he finds a hole in an old tree’s core, 


And there makes his nest and lays up his store; 


Then when cold winter comes and the trees are 


bare, 
When the white snow is falling and keen is the air, 
He heeds it not, as he sits by himself 
In his warm little nest, with his nuts on his shelf. 
O wise little squirrel ! no wonder that he, 


In the green summer woods, is as blithe as can be ! 


Mary Howitt. 


8. GRASSHOPPER GREEN 


RASSHOPPER green is a comical chap; 
He lives on the best of fare. 
Bright little trousers, jacket and cap, 
These are his summer wear. 
Out in the meadows he loves to go, 
Playing away in the sun; 
It’s hopperty, skipperty, high and low — 
Summer’s the time for fun. 


Grasshopper green has a quaint little house; 
It’s under the hedge so gay. 

Grandmother Spider, as still as a mouse, 
Watches him over the way. 

Gladly he’s calling the children, I know, 
Out in the beautiful sun; 

‘It’s hopperty, skipperty, high and low— 
Summer’s the time for fun. 
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9. A FRIEND IN THE GARDEN 


E is not John, the gardener, 
And yet the whole day long 
Employs himself most usefully, 
The flower-beds among. 


He is not Tom, the pussy-cat, 
And yet the other day 

With stealthy stride and glistening eye, 
He crept upon his prey. 


He is not Dash, the dear old dog, 
And yet, perhaps, if you 

Took pains with him and petted him, 
You’d come to love him too. 


He’s not a Blackbird, though he chirps, 
And though he once was black: 

And now he wears a loose grey coat, 
All wrinkled on the back. 


He’s got a very dirty face, 
And very shining eyes ! 

He sometimes comes and sits indoors; 
He looks—and pr aps is —wise. 


But in a sunny flower-bed 
He has his fixed abode; 

He eats the things that eat my plants — 
He is a friendly TOAD 


J. H. Ewing. 
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1o. A BIT OF COLOUR 


Ca. was the morn, all things were grey, 
‘Twas winter more than spring; 
A bleak east wind swept o’er the land, 
And sobered everything. 


Grey was the sky, the fields were grey, 
The hills, the woods, the trees — 

Distance and foreground —all the scene 
Was grey in the grey breeze. 


Grey cushions, and a grey skin rug, 
A dark grey wicker trap, 

Grey were the ladies’ hats and cloaks, 
And grey my coat and cap. 


A narrow, lonely, grey old lane; 
And lo, on a grey gate, 

Just by the side of a grey wood, 
A sooty sweep there sat ! 


With grimy chin ’twixt grimy hands 
He sat and whistled shrill; 

And in his sooty cap he wore 
A yellow daffodil. 


And often when the days are dull, 
I seem to see him stil] — 
The jaunty air, the sooty face— 
And the yellow daffodil. 
Horace Smith, 


12 
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11, THE THRUSH’S NEST 


ITHIN a thick and spreading hawthorn 
bush 


That overhung a molehill, large and 
round, 
I heard from morn to morn a merry thrush 

Sing hymns to sunrise, while I drank the sound 
With joy; and often, an intruding guest, 

I watched her secret toil from day to day— 
How true she warped the moss to form her nest, 
And modelled it within wi 
And by-and-by, 

There lay her 
Ink- 


th wood and clay; 
like heath-bells gilt with dew, 


shining eggs, as bright as flowers, 
spotted over, shells of greeny blue; 


And there I witnessed, in the summer hours, 
A brood of Nature’s minstrels chirp and fly, 
Glad as the sunshine and the laughing sky. 


John Clare. 
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12. BIRDS’ NESTS 


Aha skylark’s nest among the grass 
And waving corn is found; 
The robin’s on a shady bank, 
With oak leaves strewn around. 


The wren builds in an ivied thorn, 
Or old and ruined wall; 

The mossy nest, so covered in, 
You scarce can see at all. 


The martins build their nests of clay, 
In rows beneath the eaves; 

While silvery lichens, moss and hair, 
The chaffinch interweaves. 


The cuckoo makes no nest at all, 
But through the wood she strays 

Until she finds one snug and warm, 
And there her eggs she lays. 


The sparrow has a nest of hay, 
With feathers warmly lined; 

The ring-dove’s careless nest of sticks 
On lofty trees we find. 


Rooks build together in a wood, 
And often disagree; 

The owl will build inside a barn 
Or in a hollow tree. 
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The blackbird’s nest of grass and mud 
In brush and bank is found; 

The lapwing’s darkly spotted eggs 
Are laid upon the ground. 


The magpie’s nest is girt with thorns 
In leafless tree or hedge; 

The wild-duck and the water-hen 
Build by the water’s edge. 


Birds build their nests from year to year, 
According to their kind, — 

Some very neat and beautiful, 
Some easily designed. 


The habits of each little bird, 
And all its patient skill, 

Are surely taught by God Himself 
And ordered by His will. 


13. THE SPRING WALK 


\ Ñ TE had a pleasant walk to-day, 
Over the hills and far away, 
Across the bridge by the water-mill, 
‘By the Woodside, and up the hill; 
And if you listen to what I say 
PI tell you what we saw to-day. 


A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 15 


Amid a hedge, where the first leaves 

Were peeping from their sheaths so shy, 
We saw four eggs within a nest, 

And they were blue as the summer sky. 


An elder branch dipped in the brook, 

We wondered why it moved, and found 
A silken-haired, smooth water-rat 

Nibbling and swimming round and round. 


Where daisies opened to the sun, 

In a broad meadow, green and white, » 
The lambs were racing eagerly — 

We never saw a prettier sight. 


We saw upon the shady banks 
Long rows of golden flowers shine, 
And first mistook for buttercups 
The star-shaped yellow celandine. 
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Anemones and primroses, 
And the blue violets of spring, 

We found whilst listening by a hedge 
To hear a merry ploughman sing. 


And from the earth the plough turned up 
There came a sweet, refreshing smell, 
Such as the lily of the vale 
Sends forth from many a woodland dell. 


We saw the yellow wallflower wave 
Upona mouldering castle wall, 

And then we watched the busy rooks 
Among the ancient elm-trees tall. 


And leaning from the old stone bridge, 
Below we saw our shadows lie, 

And through the gloomy arches watched 
The swift and fearless Swallows fly. 


We heard the speckle-breasted lark 

As it sang somewhere out of sight; 
And tried to find it, but the sky 

Was filled with clouds of dazzling light. 


We saw young rabbits near the wood, 

And heard a pheasant’s wing go “ whirr ”; 
And then we saw a Squirrel leap 

From an old oak-tree to a fir. 
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We came back by the village fields, 
A pleasant walk it was across them, 
For all behind the houses lay 
The orchards red and white with blossom. 


Were I to tell you all we saw, 
I’m sure that it would take me hours; 
For the whole landscape was alive 
With bees, and birds, and buds, and flowers. 


Thomas Miller. 


14. SPRING SONG 


EE the yellow catkins cover 
S All the slender willows over; 
And on mossy banks so green 
Star-like primroses are seen; 
And their clustering leaves below 
White and purple violets grow. 


Hark ! the little lambs are bleating, 
And the cawing rooks are meeting 
In the elms—a noisy crowd; 

And all birds are singing loud. 
There the first white butterfly 

In the sun goes flitting by ! 


Mary Howitt, 
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15. HOW GLAD I SHALL BE 


OW glad I shall be when the Cuckoo is 
singing, ; 
When Springtime is here and the sunshine 
is warm; 
For ’tis pleasant to tread when the bluebell is 
springing, 
And lily-cups grow in their fairy-like form. 
Then we shall see the loud-twittering swallow, 
Building his home ’neath the cottager’s eaves, 
The brown-headed nightingale quickly will follow 
And the orchard be grand with its blossoms and 
leaves. 
The branches so.gay will be dancing away, 
Decked out in their dresses so white and so pink, 
And then we'll go straying, 
And playing 
And maying 
By valleys, and hills, and the rivulet’s brink. 


How glad I shall be when the bright little daisies 

Are peeping all over the meadows again, 

And merry ’twill sound when the skylark upraises 

His carolling voice o'er the flower-strewn plain; 

Then the corn will be up and the lambs will be 
leaping, 

The palm with its buds of rich gold will be bent, 


The hedges of hawthorn will burst from their 
sleeping, 
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All fresh and delicious with beauty and scent, 
’Twill be joyous to see the young wandering bee, 
When the lilacs are out and laburnum boughs swell, 
And then we'll go straying, 

And playing 

And maying 

By upland and lowland, by dingle and dell. 


How glad I shall be when the furze-bush and clover 
Stand up in their garments of yellow and red; 
When the butterfly comes like a holiday rover, 
And grasshoppers cheerily jump as we tread. 
All the sweet wild flowers then will be shining, 
All the high trees will be covered with green; 
We'll gather the rarest of blossoms for twining, 
And garland the brow of some bonnie May Queen. 
Like the branches so gay we'll go dancing away, 
With our cheeks in the sunlight, and steps on the 
sod, 

And then we'll go straying, 
And playing 
And maying 
And praise all the loveliness sent by a God. 

Eliza Cook, 
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16. BEDTIME 


le evening is coming, 
The sun sinks to rest; 
The rooks are all flying 
Straight home to the nest. 


“Cawl? 


says the rook, as he flies overhead: 
“ IVs time 


little people were going to bed ! ” 
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The flowers are closing; 
The daisy’s asleep; 
The primrose is buried 
In slumber so deep. 
Shut up for the night is the pimpernel red; 
It’s time little people were going to bed ! 


The butterfly, drowsy, 
Has folded its wing; 
The bees are returning; 
No more the birds sing. 
Their labours are over, their nestlings are fed; 
It’s time little people were going to bed ! 


Here comes the pony, 
His work all done; 
Down through the meadow 
He takes a good run; 
Up go his heels and down goes his head, 
It’s time little people were going to bed ! 


Good-night, little people ! 
Good-night and good-night ! 
Sweet dreams to your eyelids 
Till dawning of light ! 
The evening has come, there’s no more to be said; 
It’s time little people were going to bed ! 


Thomas Hood. 
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Thinking and Feeling 


17. THE LAST LEAF 


SAW him once before, 
I As he passed by the door, 
And again 
The pavement stones resound 
As he totters o’er the ground 
With his cane. 


They say that in his prime 

Ere the pruning-knife of Time 
Cut him down, 

Not a better man was found 

By the Crier on his round 
Through the town. 


But now he walks the streets, 
And he looks at all he meets 
Sad and wan, 
And he shakes his feeble head 
That it seems as if he said, 
“ They are gone.” 


3 


The mossy marbles Test 


On the lips that he has prest 
In their bloom, 
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And the names he loved to hear 
Have been carved for many a year 
On the tomb. 


My grandmamma has said — 

Poor old lady, she is dead 
Long ago— 

That he had a Roman nose, 

And his cheek was like a rose 
In the snow. 


But now his nose is thin, 

And it rests upon his chin 
Like a staff. 

And a crook is in his back 

And a melancholy crack 
In his laugh. 


I know it is a sin 
f For me to sit and grin 
At him here; 
But the old three-cornered hat, 
And the breeches, and all that, 
Are so queer ! 


And if I should live to be 

The last leaf on the tree 

4 In the spring, 

Let them smile, as I do now, 

At the old forsaken bough 
Where I cling. 


Oliver Wendell Holmes. 


24 A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 


oOo 


18. DOWN THE ROAD 


DEAR! O dear! she said, 
And tottered quickly by with nodding head, 
A woman crookt and old; 

But whether it was just the bitter cold 

That made her mutter so, 


Or some heart-piercing grief, I do not know. 
Yet at that lone O dear / 


I clutched my little daughter’s hand in fear, 
And all my heart went cold 


To think of her one day forlorn and old, 
Tottering with nodding head 


Down a dim wintry road... And so I said 
Some foolish thing—to hear 


Her childish laughter ring out loud and clear. 
Wilfrid Wilson Gibson. 
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19. THE PEDLAR’S CARAVAN 


WISH I lived in a caravan, 
With a horse to drive, like a pedlar-man ! 
Where he comes from nobody knows, 

Or where he goes to, but on he goes ! 


His caravan has windows two, 

And a chimney of tin, that the smoke comes 
through; 

He has a wife, with a baby brown, 

And they go riding from town to town. 


Chairs to mend, and delf to sell ! 

He clashes the basins like a bell; 
Tea-trays, baskets ranged in order, 
Plates, with alphabets round the border ! 


The roads are brown, and the sea is green, 
But his house is like a bathing-machine; 
The world is round, and he can ride, 
Rumble and slash, to the other side ! 


With the pedlar-man I should like to roam, 
And write a book when I came home; 

All the people would read my book, 

Just like the Travels of Captain Cook ! 


- William Brighty Rands. 
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20. THE WIND 


HY does the wind so want to be 
Here in my little room with me? 
He’s all the world to blow about, 
But just because I keep him out 
He cannot be a moment still, 
But frets upon my window sill, 
And sometimes brings a noisy rain 
To help him batter at the pane. 


Upon my door he comes to knock. 

He rattles, rattles at the lock, 

And lifts the latch and stirs the key — 
Then waits a moment breathlessly, 

And soon, more fiercely than before, 

He shakes my little trembling door, 

And though “ Come in, come in !” T say, 
He neither comes nor goes away. 


Barefoot across the chilly floor 

I run and open wide the door; 

He rushes in and back again 

He goes to batter door and pane, 
Pleased to have blown my candle out. 
He’s all the world to blow about, 
Why does he want so much to be 

Here in my little room with me ? 


E. Rendall. 
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21. THE WIND 


HAT way does the Wind come? What. 

\ \ way does he go? 
He rides over the water, and over the 

snow, 

Through wood and through vale; and o’er rocky 
height 

Which the goat cannot climb, takes his sounding 
flight. 

He tosses about in every bare tree, 

As, if you look up, you plainly may see; 

But how he will come, and whither he goes, 

There’s never a scholar in England knows. 

Dorothy Wordsworth. 


22. THE RAIN 


OW beautiful is the rain ! 
After the dust and heat, 
In the broad and fiery street, 
In the narrow lane ! 


How it clatters down the roofs, 

Like the tramp of hoofs ! 

How it gushes and struggles out 

From the throat of the overflowing spout ! 


28 A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 
DLP OPP LOOPS O OOOO SO-O-O 9 SOOO 660-0-6.6-.0-0.0-00 
Across the window pane 
It pours and pours; 
And swift and wide, 
With a muddy tide, 
Like a river down the gutter roars 
The rain, the welcome rain ! 


Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 


23. THE OAK AND THE ASH 


NORTH country maid up to London had 
A stray’d, 
Although with her nature it did not agree; 
She wept, and she sigh’d, and she bitterly cried, 
“ T wish once again in the north I could be. 


Oh! the oak, and the ash, and the bonny ivy 
tree, 


They flourish at home in my own country. 


“ While sadly 1 roam I regret my dear home, 
Where lads and young lasses are making the hay; 

The merry bells Ting, and the birds sweetly sing, 
And maidens and meadows are pleasant and gay. 


Oh! the oak, and the ash, and the bonny ivy 
tree, 


They flourish at home in my own country. 
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‘“ No doubt, did I please, I could marry with ease; 
Where maidens are fair, many lovers will come: 
But he whom I wed must be north-country bred, 
And carry me back to my north-country home. 
Oh ! the oak, and the ash, and the bonny ivy 
tree, 
They flourish at home in my own country.” 
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24. HOW BEAUTIFUL IS NIGHT 


OW beautiful is night } 
A dewy freshness fills the silent air; 


No mist obscures, nor cloud, nor speck, 
Nor stain, 


Breaks the serene of heaven: 
In full orbed glory yonder moon divine 
Rolls through the dark blue depths; 
Beneath her steady ray 
The desert-circle spreads, 


Like the round ocean, girdled with the sky. 
How beautiful is night ! 


Robert Southey. 
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25. THE LAMB 


ITTLE lamb, who made thee ? 
Dost thou know who made thee, 
Gave thee life and bade thee feed 

By the stream and o’er the mead; 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing, woolly, bright; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making ail the vales rejoice ? 

Little lamb, who made thee ? 

Dost thou know who made thee ? 


Little lamb, I'll tell thee; 
Little lamb, I’]l tell thee: 
He is called by thy name, 
For He calls Himself a Lamb, 
He is meek, and He is mild, 
He became a little child, 
I a child, and thou a lamb, 
We are called by His name, 
Little lamb, God bless thee ! 
Little lamb, God bless thee ! 
William Blake. 


1: B. L. V. 6 
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26. THE ROBIN’S GRAVE 


READ lightly here, for here, ’tis said, 
When piping winds are hushed around, 
A small note wakes from underground, 
Where now his tiny bones are laid. 
No more in lone and leafless groves, 
With ruffled wing and faded breast, 
His friendless, homeless spirit roves; 
—Gone to the world where birds are blessed ! 
Where never cat glides o’er the green, 
Or schoolboy’s giant form is seen; 
But Love and Joy and smiling Spring 
Inspire their little souls to sing: 


Samuel Rogers. 
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27. THE LARK’S GRAVE 


E’LL plant a corn-flower on his grave, 
\ \) And a grain of the bearded barley, 
And a little bluebell to ring his knell 
And eye-bright, blossoming early; 
And we'll cover`it over 


With purple clover, 
And daisies crimson and pearly. 


’ 


And we'll pray the linnet to chant his dirge, 
With the robin and wren for chorus; 
His mate, on high, shall rain from the sky 
Her benedictions o’er us; 
And the hawk and owls, 
Those pitiless fowls, 
We’ll drive away before us. 


And then we'll leave him to his rest, 
And whisper soft above him, 
That ever his song was sweet and strong, 
Nor cloud nor mist could move him; 
In his strain was a gladness 
To cure all sadness, 
And all fair things did love him. 


Thomas Wesiwood 
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28. IT IS NOP GROWING LIKE A 


TREE 


i is not growing like a tree 
In bulk, doth make men better be; 

Or Standing long an oak, three hundred year, 
To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sere; 

A lily of a day 

Is fairer far in May, 
gh it fall and die that night; 
It was the plant and flower of Light. 
In sma 


aall proportions we just beauties see; 
And in short measures life may perfect be. 


Althou 


Ben Jonson. 


29. 
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THE BRAVE FISHER’S LIFE 


H, the brave fisher’s life, 
It is the best of any, 
Tis full of pleasure, void of strife, 
And ’tis beloved of many: 
Other joys 
Are but toys, 
Only this 
Lawful is, 
For our skill 
Breeds no ill, 
But content and pleasure. 


In a morning up we rise 
Ere Aurora’s peeping, 
Drink a cup to wash our eyes, 
Leave the sluggard sleeping; 
Then we go 
To and fro, 
With our knacks 
At our backs, 
To such streams 
As the Thames, 
If we have the leisure. 


When we please to walk abroad 
For our recreation, 

In the fields is our abode, 

Full of delectation: 
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Where in a brook 
With a hook, 
Or a lake 
Fish we take; 
There we sit 
For a bit 

Till we fish entangle. 


We have gentles in a horn, 
We have paste and worms too, 
We can watch both night and morn, 
Suffer rain and storms too: 
None do here 
Use to swear, 
Oaths do fray 
Fish away, 
We sit still, 
Watch our quill, 
Fishers must not wrangle, 


If the sun’s excessive heat 

Makes our bodies swelter, 

To an osier hedge we get 

For a friendly shelter, 
Where in a dike 
Perch or pike, 
Roach or dace 
We do chase, 
Bleak or gudgeon 
Without grudging, 

We are still contented, 
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Or we sometimes pass an hour 
Under a green willow, 
That defends us from a shower, 
Making earth our pillow; 
There we may 
Think and pray 
Before death 
Stops our breath: 
Other joys 
Are but toys 
And to be lamented. 
John Chalkhilt, 
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30. TO A FISH OF THE BROOK 


HY flyest thou away with fear? 
\) \ Trust me there’s naught of danger near, 
I have no wicked hook 
All covered with a snaring bait, 
Alas, to tempt thee to thy fate, 
And drag thee from the brook. 


O harmless tenant of the flood, 
I do not wish to spill thy blood, 

For Nature unto thee 
Perchance hath given a tender wife, 
And children dear, to charm thy life, 

As she hath done for me. 


Enjoy thy stream, O harmless fish; 

And when an angler for his dish, 
Through gluttony’s vile sin, 

Attempts, a wretch, to pull thee out, 

God give thee Strength, O gentle trout, 
To pull the rascal in / 


John Wolcot. 
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31, NATURE, THE TEACHER 


P ! up! my friend, and clear your looks; 
Why all this toil and trouble ? 
Up ! up! my friend, and quit your books, 
Or surely you'll grow double. 


The sun, above the mountain’s head, 

A freshening lustre mellow 

Through all the long green fields has spread, 
His first sweet evening yellow. 


Books ! ’tis a dull and endless strife: 
Come, hear the woodland linnet, 
How sweet his music !—on my life 
There’s more of wisdom in it. 


And hark ! how blithe the throstle sings ! 
He, too, is no mean preacher: 
Come forth into the light of things, 
Let Nature be your teacher. 
William Wordsworth. 


J. B.L. V: 7 
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Imagining 


32. SUPPOSE 


UPPOSE ...and suppose that a wild little 
. Horse of Magic 
Came cantering out of the sky, 
With bridle of silver, and into the saddle I mounted 
To fly—and to fly; 


And we stretched up into the air, fleeting on in the 
sunshine, 


A speck in the gleam 
On galloping hoofs, his mane in the wind out- 
flowing 
In a shadowy stream; 


And, oh, when, all lone, the gentle star of evening 
Came crinkling into the blue, 


A magical castle we saw in the air, like a cloud of, 
moonlight, 
As onward we flew ; 


And across the green moat on the drawbridge, we 
foamed and we snorted, 


And there was a beautiful Queen 


Who smiled at me strangely: and spoke to my 
wild little horse, too— 


A lovely and beautiful Queen; 
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And she cried with delight—a i 
delicate maidens, i ems oe 
“« Behold my daughter —my dear ! ” 
And they crowned me with flowers, and then to 
their harps sate playing, 
Solemn and clear; 


42 A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 
POLL LOO SLO LO OS ODO OO SS OOO OOO OOOO OOO OOOO 


And magical cakes and goblets were spread on the 
table; 


And at window the birds came in; 
Hopping along with bright eyes, pecking crumbs 
from the platters, 
And sipped of the wine; 


And splashing up —up to the roof, splashed fount- 
ains of crystal; 


And princes in scarlet and green 
Shot with their bows and arrows, and kneeled with 
their dishes 
Of fruits for the Queen; 


And we walked in a magical garden with rivers 
and bowers, 
And my bed was of ivory and gold; 


And the Queen breathed soft in my ear a song of 
enchantment — 
And I never grew old... 


And I never, never came back to the earth, oh, 
never and never; 


How mother Would cry and cry ! 
There’d be snow on the fields then, and all these 


Sweet flowers in the Winter 
Would wither and die... 


Suppose . . . and Suppose . . , 


Walter de la Mare. 
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33. THE CHILD ALONE 


) IS a pleasant thing to be free. 
Nobody knows, nobody guesses 
What I am doing, where I am staying. 
“ Where is Marjorie? ?” mother is saying. 
Julie, who loves to sit making her dresses, 
Says, “ She is playing 
Under the tree.” 


No—through the jungle Marjorie passes, 

Sometimes I run, sometimes I stand 

Still in a covert of high waving grasses, 
Over my head. 

Wilderness ways, uninhabited land, 
Lone I explore. 


Hares in the grass, mice where I tread, 
Look up and wonder; 
Or the squirrel flashes 
Red as he dashes 
Over the leafy forest floor. 
Then in the tree 
High sits he 
And mocks me under; 
While all of them, all of them wonder, wonder 
What I can be. 
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I was a child, a little child, 

I am a happy creature wild. 

I used to have to run or walk 

As I was bid, be still or talk; 

To shun the wind or sun or show’r, 
And then come in at such an hour. 
I was a child, a little child, 

I am a happy creature wild. 


For see, I wander like a deer 

That sniffs about the furrowed bole 
Of some great tree, or starts in fear 
From every leaf that trembles near; 
Or neighing like a frolic foal 

That prances in a field at play, 

I gallop farther on my way. 
Sometimes a beech-mast tumbles thro’, 
I strip it daintily to find 

The nut within its wooden rind, 
And nibbling sit as squirrels do. 
Iwas a child, a little child, 

I am a happy creature wild. 


Now, now again, 
Reversing the spell, 
Turning this plain 


Little ring on my finger, 
See I regain 
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Form of a child, spirit as well. 

Yet I am free, no one can tell 

Margie to haste, come and not linger. 

Turn it again, thrice must it turn, 

Thrice the sunlight flicker and burn 

Deep in the heart of its single gem — 

And see, I ride from Jerusalem. 


I am a knight; the paynim horde 
Have felt the weight of this good sword 
About the sepulchre of Our Lord. 


Tis a sinister woodland deep and wide, 
Alone I ride. 

Saint Hubert scatter the demon breed ! 
Mary Mother be my guide ! 

Up the glade at rushing speed, 

What comes shining, what comes sweeping ? 
’Tis a band of mailed men 
And a lady passing fair, 
Whom they carry to their den 
Gleaming in her golden hair. 
Ha ! I come, like lightning leaping, 
Thrust and hew mid caitiff clamour. 
Beat the stubborn thorn-bush down ! 
Cleave and rend the bracken’s crown ! 
Not a stalk be left upright ! 
Now they know the paynim’s hammer 
Now they know King Richard’s knight, 


46 A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 

POPOL OLE SLO OOS OOOO O55 6500566060006 
Turn, turn again 

Magical ring. 

Iam a Dane 

Cunning and brave, 

A pirate king. 

Swiftly I come over the wave. 


The shore, the Saxon town I see. 
The smoke hangs blue on roof and tree 

: At evening over the little town. 
I hear the bells in the grey church tow’r. 
With fire and sword at midnight hour 
I mean to harry and burn it down. 
But fierce as a wolf, as a raven wise, 
I come at first in a deep disguise 
To the little town. 
And when I climb to the nursery yonder 
They'll call me Marjorie, and wonder 
Why I should want to run away 
And be as any rabbit wild; 
For I shall seem to be a child f 
Named Marjorie, What would they say 
If they could know it was instead 
A pirate that they put to bed? 


Margaret L. Woods. 
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34. 


T evening when the lamp is lit, 
Around the fire my parents sit; 
They sit at home and talk and sing, 


And do not play at anything. 


Now, with my little gun I crawl 
All in the dark along the wall, 
And follow round the forest track 
Away behind the sofa back. 


There, in the night, where none can spy, 
All in my hunter's camp I lie, 

And play at books that I have read 

Till it is time to go to bed. 


These are the hills, these are the woods, 
These are my starry solitudes; 

And there the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink. 


J see the others far away 

As if in firelit camp they lay, 
And I, like to an Indian scout, 
Around their party prowl about. 


So when my nurse comes in for me, 
Home I return across the sea, 
And go to bed with backward looks 
At my dear Land of Story-books. 


THE LAND OF STORY BOOKS 


Robert Louis Stevenson. 


3: B. L. Va 8 
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35. ROMANCE . 


SAW a ship a-sailing, 
I A-sailing on the sea; 
Her masts were of the shining gold, 
Her deck of ivory; 
And sails of silk, as soft as milk 
And silvern shrouds had she. 


And round about her sailing 
The sea was sparkling white, 

The waves all clapped their hands and sang 
To see so fair a sight; 

They kissed her twice, they kissed her thrice, 
And murmured with delight. 


Then came the gallant captain 
And stood upon the deck, 

In velvet coat and ruffles white, 
Without a spot or speck, 

And diamond rings and triple strings 
Of pearls about his neck, 


And four-and-twenty Sailors 
Were round him bowing low, 
n every jacket three times three 
Gold buttons in a Tow, 
And cutlasges down to their. knees; 
Roe They made a goodly show, 
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And then the ship went sailing, 
A-sailing o’er the sea; 
She dived beneath the setting sun, 
But never back came she, 
For she found the lands of the golden sands, 
Where the pearls and diamonds be. 


Gabriel Setoun. 
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36. THE DREAM SHIP 


WANT to go aboard my ship, and sail and sail 
away— 


To see the whales a-spouting and the porpoises 
at play; 
To meet Atlantic rollers with their wild and 
mighty sweep— 


I want to know the dangers and the wonders of 
the deep. 


I want to see tall icebergs, all a-sparkle, drifting by 
With surf about their buttresses, their spires against 
the sky; 


To make my voyage northwards till we’re fast 
amidst the floe 


Where the white bear prowls around us hunting 
seals across the snow. 


I want to land on coral isles, far in the ocean blue, 


To battle round the dreadful Horn as all stout 
seamen do. 


But since I’m not 
dream instead, 


And make myself adventures though they’re only 
in my head. i 


quite old enough, I sometimes 


W. K. Holmes. 
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37- THE DUEL 


HE gingham dog and the calico cat 
Side by side on the table sat; 
’Twas half-past twelve and (what do you 
think ?) 
Nor one nor t’other had slept a wink ! 
The old Dutch clock and the Chinese plate 
Appeared to know as sure as fate 
There was going to be a terrible spate. 
(I wasn’t there; I simply stale 
Whai was told me by the Chinese plate !) 


The gingham dog went “ Bow-wow-wow ! ” 
And the calico cat replied “ Mee-ow ! ” 
The air was littered, an hour or so, 
With bits of gingham and calico, 
While the old Dutch clock in the chimney 
place 
Up with its hands before its face, 
For it always dreaded a family row ! 
(Now mind; I’m only telling you 
What the old Dutch clock declares is irue !) 


The Chinese plate looked very blue 

And wailed, “ Oh, dear! What shall we do?” 
But the gingham dog and the calico cat 
Wallowed this way and tumbled that, 
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Employing every tooth and claw 
In the awfullest way you ever saw — 
And oh! how the gingham and calico flew ! 
(Don’t fancy I exaggerate | 
I got my news from the Chinese plate !) 


Next morning where the two had sat 
They found no trace of dog or cat; 
And some folk t} 


hink unto this day 
That burglars stole the pair away ! 
But the truth about the cat and pup 
Is this: the 


Yy ate each other up ! 
Now what do 


you really think of that ? 
(The old 
And thal 


Dutch clock it told me so, 
is how I came lo know !) 


Eugene Field. 
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38. LITTLE BELL 


Pen the blackbird, on the beechwood spray 
“ Pretty maid, slow wandering this way, 
What’s your name ? ” quoth he. 
“ What’s your name? Oh! Stop and straight 
unfold 
Pretty maid, with showery curls of gold.” 
“ Little Bell,” said she. 


Little Bell sat down beneath the rocks, , 

Tossed aside her gleaming, golden locks, 
“ Bonny bird,” quoth she, 

“ Sing me your best song before I go.” 

“ Here’s the very finest song I know, 


Little Bell,” said he. 
ird piped —you never heard 


And the blackb 
y bird; 


Half so gay a song from an 
Full of quips and wiles; 
Now so round and rich, now soft and slow 


All for love of that sweet face below, 
Dimpled o’er with smiles. 


And the while that bonny bird did pour 
His full heart out freely, o'er and o'er, 
:Neath the morning skies, 
In the little childish heart below 
All the sweetness seem’d to grow and grow, 
And shine forth in happy overflow 
From the brown, bright eyes. 
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Down the dell she tripp’d and through the glade — 
Peep’d the squirrel from the hazel shade, 
And, from out the tree, 
Swung and leap’d and frolick’d, void of fear, 
While bold blackbird piped that all might hear — 
“ Little Bell,” piped he. 


Little Bell sat down amid the fern: 

“ Squirrel, squirrel, to your task return; 
Bring me nuts,” quoth she. 

Up, away ! the frisky squirrel hies, 

Golden wood-lights glancing in his eyes, 
And adown the tree, 

Great ripe nuts, kiss’d brown by July sun 

In the little lap drop, one by one— 

Hark ! how blackbird pipes to’see the fun ! 
“ Happy Bell ! ” pipes he. 


Little Bell look’d up and down the glade: 

“ Squirrel, Squirrel, from the nut-tree shade, 

Bonny blackbird, if you're not afraid, 
Come and share with me!” 

Down came Squirrel, eager for his fare, 

Down came bonny blackbird, I declare; 


Little Bell gave each his honest share — 
Ah ! the merry three ! 


ing skies, 
h heart below 
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All the sweetness seem’d to grow and grow, 
And shine out in happy overflow, 
From her brown, bright eyes. 


By her snow-white cot at close of day, 

Knelt sweet Bell, with folded palms, to pray; 
Very calm and clear 

Rose the praying voice to where, unseen, 

In blue heaven, an angel shape serene 
Paused awhile to hear. 


“ What good child is this,” the angel said, 
“ That with happy heart beside her bed 


Prays s0 lovingly ? ” 
Low and soft, oh ! very low and soft, 
Croon’d the plackbird in the orchard croft, 


“ Bell, dear Bell!” croon’d he. 


“ Whom God’s creatures love,” the angel fair 
Murmur’d, “ God doth bless with angel’s care; 


Child, thy bed shall be 
Folded safe from harm; love deep and kind 


hall watch around, and leave good gifts behind 
Little Bell, for thee.” A 


Thomas Westwood. 
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39. THE OWL AND THE PUSSY 
CAT 


HE Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea 
IE In a beautiful pea-green boat, 
They took some honey, and plenty of money, 
Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 
The Owl looked up to the stars above, 
And sang to a small guitar, 
“ O, lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love, 
What a beautiful Pussy you are, 
You are ! 


What a beautiful Pussy you are | ” 


Pussy said to the Owl, ‘ 
How charmingly sweetly you sing ! 
O let us be married, too long have we tarried. 
But what shall we do for a ring? ” 
They sailed away for a year and a day, 
To the land where the Bong-tree grows, 
And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood, 
With a ring at the end of his nose, 
1s nose, 


With a ring at the end of his nose. 


“You elegant fowl ! 


“ Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for a shilling 
‘Your ring? » Said the p 


i a “I will? a 
ot took it away, and were married maeerday 
y the Turkey Who lives on the hill. 


A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 57 
DOLLOP IP 


_ They dined on mince, and slices of quince, 
Which they ate with a runcible spoon; 
_ And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand, 
They danced by the light of the moon, 
The moon, 
They danced by the light of the moon. 
Edward Lear. 


40. THE FAIRY SHOEMAKER 
ITTLE cowboy, what have you heard 
Up on the lonely rath’s green mound ? 
Only the plaintive yellow bird 
Sighing in sultry fields around, 
Chary, chary, chary, chee-ee ? 
Only the grasshopper and the bee? 
“ Tip-tap, rip-rap; 
Tick-a-tack-too ! 
Scarlet leather sew? together, 
This will make a Shoe. 
Left, right, pull it tight; 
Summer days are warm; 
Underground in winter, ` 
Laughing at the storm ! ” 
Lay your ear close to the hill. 
Do you not catch the tiny clamour, 
Busy Click of an elfin hammer, 
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Voice of the Lepracaun singing shrill 
As he merrily plies his trade ? 
He’s a span 
And a quarter in height. 
Get him in sight, hold him tight, 
And you’re a made 
Man ! 


You watch your cattle the summer day, 

Sup on potatoes, sleep in the hay; F 
How would you like to roll in your carriage, 
Look for a duchess’s daughter in marriage ? 

Seize the shoemaker—then you may ! 

“ Big boots a-hunting, 
Sandals in the hall, 
White for a wedding feast, 
Pink for a ball, 
This way, that way, 
So we make a shoe; 
Getting rich every stitch, 
Tick-tack-too ! ” 


Nine-and. 
This k 
Hid m mountains, woods, and rocks, 
Ruin and round-tower, cave and rath, 
And where the cormorants build; 
From times of old 
ùarded by him 
Each of them filled ’ 
ull to the brim 
With gold! 


-ninety treasure crocks 
een miser-fairy hath, 
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I caught him at work one day myself, 
In the castle ditch where foxglove grows; 
A wrinkled, wizened, and bearded elf, 
Spectacles stuck on his pointed nose, 
Silver buckles to his hose, 
Leather apron, shoe in his lap. 
“ Rip-rap, tip-tap, 
Tick-tack-too ! 
(A grasshopper on my cap ! 
Away the moth flew) 
Buskins for a fairy prince, 
Brogues for his son; 
Pay me well, pay Mê well, 
When the job is done!” 


The rogue was mine, beyond a doubt; 

I stared at him, he stared at me. 

“ Servant, sir!” “ Humph !” says he, 
And pulled a snuff-box out. 
He took a long pinch, looked better pleased, 

The queer little Lepracaun ; 
Offered the box with a dainty grace— 
Pouf ! he flung the dust in my face ! 
And while I sneezed, 


Was gone ! 
William Allingham. 
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41. THE FAIRIES 


P the airy mountain, 
Down the rushy glen, 
We daren’t go a-hunting 
For fear of little men; 
Wee folk, good folk, 
Trooping all together: 
Green jacket, red cap, 
And white owl’s feather ! 


Down along the rocky shore 
Some make their home, 

They live on crispy pancakes 
Of yellow tide-foam; 

Some in the reeds 
Of the black mountain-lake, 

With frogs for their watch-dogs, 
All night awake. 


High on the hill-top 
The old King sits; 
e 1s now so old and grey 
He’s nigh lost his wits. 
With a bridge of white mist 
X Columbkill he crosses, 
On his Stately journeys - 
From Slieveleague to Rosses; 
Or going up with music 
On cold starry nights, 
To sup with the Queen 
Of the gay Northern Lights. 


A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 61 
DSL LLLP PPP PO PAF 


They stole little Bridget 
For seven years long; 

When she came down again 
Her friends were all gone. 

They took her lightly back, 
Between the night and morrow, 

They thought that she was fast asleep, 
But she was dead with sorrow. 

They have kept her ever since 
Deep within the lake, 

On a bed of flag leaves, 
Watching till she wake. 


By the craggy hill-side, 
Through the mosses bare 
They have planted thorn-trees 

For pleasure here and there. 
Is any man so daring 
As dig one up in spite, 
He shall find their thornies set 
In his bed at night. 


Up the airy mountain, 
Down the rushy glen, 
We daren’t go a-hunting 
For fear of little me?» 
Wee folk, good folk, 
Trooping all together: 
Green jacket, red cap, 


And white owl’s feather i 
William Allingham. 
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42. THE BUTTERFLY’S BALL 


OME, take up your hats, and away let us haste 
C To the Butterfly’s ball and the Grasshopper’s 
feast ! , 
The trumpeter, Gadfly, has summoned the crew, 
And the Revels are now only waiting for you. 

So said little Robert, and, packing along, 

His merry companions came forth in a throng, 
And on the smooth grass, by the side of a wood, 
Beneath an old oak that for ages had stood, 

Saw the Children of Earth and the Tenants of Air, 
For an evening’s amusement together repair. 

And there came the Beetle so blind and so black, 
Who carried the Emmet, his friend, on his back; 
-And there was the Gnat, and the Dragon Fly too, 
With all their relations, green, orange, and blue; 
And there came the Moth, with his plumage of down, 
And the Hornet in jacket of yellow and brown, 
Who with him the Wasp, his companion, did bring, 
But they promised that evening to lay by their 


sting. 
pe ly NE Dormouse crept out of his hole, 
And ugt to the feast his blind brother, the 
ole; 
And 1 Snail, with his horns peeping out of his 
shell, 


Came from a Sreat distance 
A Mushroom their table 
A Water-dock Leaf which 


—the length of an ell. 
» and on it was laid 
a table cloth made; 
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The Viands were various, t0 each of his taste; 
And the Bee brought her honey to crown the repast. 
Then close on his haunches, 50 solemn and wise, 

The Frog from a corner looked up to the skies; 

And the Squirrel, well pleased such diversions to 
see, 

Mounted high overhead, and looke 
tree; 


d down from a 
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Then out came the Spider, with finger so fine, 
To show his dexterity on the tight line, 
From one branch to another, his cobwebs he slung, 
Then quick as an arrow he darted along; 
But just in the middle, O, shocking to tell, 
From his rope, in an instant, poor Harlequin fell ! 
Yet he touched not the ground, but with talons 
outspread, 
Hung suspended in air at the end of a thread. 
Then the Grasshopper came with a-jerk and a 
spring, 
Very long was his leg, though but short was his 
wing; 

He took but three leaps, and was soon out of sight, 
Then chirped his own praise all the rest of the night. 
With step so majestic, the Snail did advance, 

And promised the gazers a Minuet to dance; 

And they all laughed so loud that he pulled in his 
head, 

And went in his own little chamber to bed. 


Then as evening gave way to the shadows of 
night, 


Their watchman, the Glow 
a light. 

“ Then home let u 

For no Watchman 

So said little Robe 

His merry compa 


-worm, came out with 


s hasten, while yet we can see ! 
is waiting for you and for me.” 
rt; and Pacing along, 

nions returned in a throng. 
William Roscoe. 
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Laughing and Jesting 


43. THE THREE LITTLE PIGS 


JOLLY old sow once lived in a sty, 
And three little piggies had she; 
And she waddled about saying, “ Umph! 
umph ! umph!” 

While the little ones said, “ 
said one of the brats, 
’ said he, 
‘Umph! umph ! 


‘Wee! wee!” 


“ My dear little brothers, 

“ My dear little piggies,’ 

“Let us all for the future say; 
umph !’ 

’Tis so childish to say, 

Then these three little pigs Stew skinny and lean, 


And lean they might very W° l be; 
For somehow they couldn't say, Umph ! umph ! 


umph !” p 
And they wouldn’t say, © Wee ! wee! wee! 


le pigs died, 


‘Wee! wee!’” 


So after a time these litt 
They all died of felo-de-se; 
From trying too hard to $å, 

umph !”’. 
When they only could say; 


“Umph! umph! | 


“ Wee ! wee!” 
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MORAL 
A moral there is to this little song, 
A moral that’s easy to see; 


Don’t try while yet young to say, “ Umph ! umph ! 
umph ! ” 


For you only can say, “ Wee ! wee l? 
Sir Alfred A. Scolt-Gaity. 


44. OUR CAT 


H, I wish that you had seen him, 
Our little pussy-cat, 


He came so skinny, scrag, and lean, 
And went away so fat. 
They said he stole the food and things, 
Perhaps he did so, but, 
He really couldn’t help it, 
Couldn’t Smut. 


He walked upon the dresser-shelf, 
And knocked down Mother’s jugs; 
Broke half a dozen dinner plates, 
And Kate’s ang Molly’s mugs. 
I guess he thought he heard a mouse; 
He did not catch it, but, 
He really couldn’t help it, 

Couldn’t Smut 
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At night he went upon the spree, 

And danced upon the tiles, 

His caterwaul re-echoing round, 

For miles, and miles, and miles. 

Poor Pater said it woke him up, 

No doubt it did so, but, 

He really couldn’t help it, 
Couldn’t Smut. 


He tore up half the leather chairs, 
emm They bought a set to match, 
<hi Ánd just to show he noticed it, 

He marked them with a scratcli. 
Then Pater he was raging mad; 
It was annoying, but, 
He really couldn't help it, 
Couldn’t Smut. 


So of fellowship and feelings too, 


We made a sacrifice, 
And gave him to a farmer-man, 
To catch his rats and m°- 
We wept to lose our pussy-cat, 
And he was SOrTy, but, 
We really couldn’t help it, 
Could we, Smut ? 
Sir Edward Parry. 
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45. THE TALE OF A DOG AND 
A BEE 


Ges big dog, 
Head upon his toes; 


Tiny little bee 
Settles on his nose. 


Great big dog 
Thinks it is a fly, 

Never says a word, 
Winks very sly. 
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Tiny little bee, 
Tickles dog’s nose — 
Thinks like as not 
"Tis a pretty rose. 


Dog smiles a smile, 
Winks his other eye, 

Chuckles to himself 
How he'll Catch a fly. 


Then he makes a snap, 


Very quick and spry, 
Does his level best, 


But doesn’t catch the fly. 
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Tiny little bee, j 

Alive and looking well, 


Great big dog, 
Mostly gone to swell. 


MORAL 
Dear friends and brothers all, 
Don’t be too fast and free, 
And when you catch a fly, 
Be sure it’s not a bee. 


46. THE TWINS 


N form and feature, face and limb, 
I I grew so like my brother, 
That folks got taking me for him, 
And each for one another. 
It puzzled all our kith and kin, 
It reached a fearful pitch, 
For one of us was born a twin, 
Yet not a soul knew which. 


One day to make the matter worse 


Before our names were fixed, 

As we were being washed by Nurse, 
We got completely mixed; 

And thus you see by fate’s decree, 
Or rather Nurse’s whim, 

My brother John got christened me, 
And I got christened him. 
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This fatal likeness ever dogged 
My footsteps when at school, 


And I was always getting flogged, 
For John turned out a fool. 
I put this question fruitlessly 
To everyone I knew, 
“ What Would 


you do, if you were me, 


© prove that you were you?” 
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Our close resemblance turned the tide 
Of my domestic life, 

For somehow, my intended bride 
Became my brother’s wife. 

In fact, year after year, the same 
Absurd mistakes went on, 

And when I died, the neighbours came 


And buried brother John. 
Henry Sambrooke Leigh. 


THE BEE AND THE LILY 


47. 
i UZZ !” went the Bee with a merry din. 
“ Who's there?” cried the Lily, her cup 
i within. 

Your gossip, the Bee, W1 
To hum in your ear while 
But you must not repeat it f 
Buzz !” went the rogue, with a merry 
As the Lily opened and let him 1m. 


th a tale so funny, 
you brew your honey; 
+ for love or money ! 
din, 


palace quite, 


“ Why, Lily, I vow it’s a 
mie warm and white, 


This kitchen of yours, so ; 
And such fine honey ! Now might I venture 
To sniff, for a moment, to.-- taste, to sip 

A morsel, merely t0 moisten my lip, Ae 
Without incurring thereby YoU" censure * 

“ Oh,” said the Lily, “ pray eat your fill. 
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So the Bee set to work with a right good will; 
He fluttered and buzzed, he tried and tasted. 
Nothing was missed and nothing wasted; 

He ate and he ate—it was really funny 

To see him swallow such heaps of honey. 

He swallowed it all; and, when cups and platters, 
And saucers and jars, and other matters, 

Were emptied at last, and not a drop 
Remained —“ Well, now,” said the Lily, “‘ stop, 
And be sober and steady, my gossip dear, 
While you whisper, cosily, in my ear, 

The tale you promised so rare and new.” 

~ Buzz!” said the Bee, and away he flew. 


Thomas Westwood. 
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48. THE POBBLE WHO HAS NO 
TOES 


HE Pobble who has no toes 
Had once as many as We; 
When they said, “ Some day you may lose 
them all,” 

He replied, “ Fish fiddle-de-dee 
And his Aunt Jobiska made him drink 
Lavender water tinged with pink, 
For she said, ‘‘ The World in general knows 
There’s nothing so good for a Pobble’s toes ! ” 


1” 


The Pobble who has no toes 

Swam across the Bristol Channel; 
But before he set out he wrapped his nose 

In a piece of scarlet flannel. 
For his Aunt Jobiska said, “ No harm 
Can come to his toes if his nose 18 want 
And it’s perfectly known that a Pobble s toes 
Are safe —provided he minds his nose. 


The Pobble swam fast and well, 
And when boats or ships came near him, 
He tinkledy-binkledy-winkled a bell, 
So that all the world could hear him. 
And all the Sailors and Admirals cried, 
When they saw him nearing the farther side— 
“ He has gone to fish, for his Aunt Jobiska s 
Runcible Cat with crimson whiskers !” 
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But before he touched the shore, 
The shore of the Bristol Channel, 
A sea-green Porpoise carried away 
His wrapper of scarlet flannel: 
And when he came to observe his feet, 
Formerly garnished with toes so neat, 
His face at once became forlorn 
On perceiving that all his toes were gone ! 


And nobody ever knew, 
From that dark day to the present, 
Whoso had taken the Pobble’s toes, 
In a manner so far from pleasant. 
Whether the shrimps or crawfish gray, 
Or crafty mermaids stole them away — 
Nobody knew; and nobody knows 
How the Pobble was robbed of his twice five toes ! 


The Pobble who has no toes 
Was placed in a friendly Bark, 
And they rowed him back, and carried him up 
To his Aunt Jobiska’s Park. 
And she made him a feast at his earnest wish 
Of eggs and buttercups fried with fish; 
And she'gaid—“ It’s a fact, the whole world knows, 
That Pobbles are happier without their toes.” 


Edward Lear. 
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mo. EVE JUMBLIES 


HEY went to sea in a Sieve, they did, 
In a Sieve they went to sea: 
In spite of all their friends could say, 
On a winter’s morn, on a stormy day, 
In a Sieve they went to sea ! 
And when the Sieve turned round and round, 
And everyone cried, “ You'll all be drowned ! ” 
They called aloud, ‘‘ Our Sieve ain’t big, 
But we don’t care a button ! we don’t care a fig ! 
In a Sieve we'll go to sea!” 


Far and few, far and few, NAN 
Are the lands where the Jumblies live; 
Their heads are green, and their hands are 


blue, 


And they went 
They sailed to the Wester? Sea, they did, 
d with trees, 


To a land all covere® ° 
And they bought an Owl, and a useful Cart, 
And a pound of Rice and a Cranberry Tart, 


And a hive of silvery Bees: 
And they bought a Pig, and some green Jackdaws, 


And a lovely Monkey with Jollipop paws, 
And forty bottles of Ring-Bo-Ree, 
And no end of Stilton Chees®- 


Far and few, far and few: 
Are the lands where the Jumblies live; 


Their heads are green, and their hands are blue, 
And they went to sea in a Sieve. 


to sea in a Sieve. 


1 
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And in twenty years they all came back, 
In twenty years or more, 
And everyone said, “ How tall they’ve grown ! 
For they’ve been to the Lakes, and the Terrible 
Zone, 
And the hills of the Chankly Bore ”; 
And they drank their health, and gave them a feast 
Of dumplings made of beautiful yeast; 
And everyone said, ‘ If we only live, 
We too will go to sea in a Sieve, — 
To the hills of the Chankly Bore ! ” 
Far and few, far and few, 
Are the lands where the Jumblies live; 
Their heads are green, and their hands are blue, 
And they went to sea in a Sieve. 
Edward Lear. 
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50. SAGE COUNSEL 


HE lion is the beast to fight: 
_He leaps along the plain, 
And if you run with all your might, 
He runs with all his mane. 
I’m glad I’m not a Hottentot, 
But if I were, with outward cal-lum 
Td either faint upon the spot 
Or hie me up a lealy pal-lum. 


The chamois is the beast to hunt: 


He’s fleeter than the wind, 
And when the chamois is in front 


The hunter is behind. 
The Tyrolese make famous cheese 


And hunt the chamois o'er the chazzums: 
Pd choose the former, if you please, 
For precipices give me spaz-zums. 


ear will make a TUS 
Almost as White as snow: 
But if he gets YOu in his hug, 


He rarely lets you 80- 
And Polar ice looks Very nice, 


With all the colours of a prissum: 

But, if you'll follow my advice, 

Stay home and learn your catechissum. 
Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch. 


The polar b 


78 A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 


5t. THE NAUGHTY GIRL 


HERE was a little girl, and she had a little 
curl, : 
Right in the middle of her forehead ; 
When she was good she was very, very good, 
But when she was bad she was horrid. 


She stood on her head, on her little truckle bed 
With nobody by for to hinder; 
She screamed and she squalled, she yelled and she 
bawled, 
And drummed her heels against the winder. 


Her mother heard the noise, and thought it was 
the boys 
Playing in the empty attic; 
She rushed up-stairs, and caught her unawares, 
And spanked her—most emphatic. 
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52. MR. NOBODY 


KNOW a funny little man, 
As quiet as a mouse, 
Who does the mischief that is done, 
In everybody’s house ! 
There’s no one ever sees his face, 
And yet we all agree 
That every plate we break was cracked 


By Mr. Nobody. 


'Tis he who always tears our books, 
Who leaves the door ajar, 

He pulls the buttons from our shirts, 
And scatters pins afar; 

That squeaking door will always squeak 
For, prithee, don’t you see, 

We leave the oiling t0 be done 
By Mr. Nobody. 


He puts damp wood upon the fire, 


That kettles cannot boil; 

His are the feet that pring in mud, 
And all the carpets soil. 

The papers always are mislaid, 
Who had them last but he ? 

There’s no one tosses them about 
But Mr. Nobody. 
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The finger marks upon the door 
By none of us are made; 
We never leave the blinds unclosed, 
To let the curtains fade. 
The ink we never spill, the boots 
That lying round you see 
Are not our boots; they all belong 
To Mr. Nobody. 


pR. JOHN TROT 


OHN TROT he was as tall a lad 
J As York did ever rear — 
As his dear Granny used to say, 
He’d make a Grenadier, 


A sergeant soon came down to York, 
With ribbons and a frill; 

“ My lads,” said he, “ let broadcast be, 
And come away to drill.” 


But when he wanted John to list, 
Tn war he saw no fun, 

Where what is called a raw recruit 
Gets often over-done. 
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“ Let others carry guns,” said he, 
“ And go to war’s alarms, 

But I have got a shoulder-knot 
Imposed upon my arms.” 


For John he had a footman’s place 
To wait on Lady Wye; 

She was a dumpy woman, though 
Her family was high. 


Now, when two years had passed away, 
Her lord took very ill, 

And left her to her widowhood, 
Of course more dumpy still. 


Said Johny. 1 ama proper man, 
And very tall to see; 

Who knows, but now her lord is low, 
She may look up to me? 


« A cunning woman told me once 
Such fortune would turn up; 
She was a kind of sorceress, 
But studied in a cup (ye 


So he walked up to Lady Wye, 
And took her quite amazed ; 

She thought, though John was tall enough, 
He wanted to be raised. 
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But John—for why? she was a dame 
Of such a dwarfish sort — 

Had only come to bid her make 
Her mourning very short. 


Said he, “ Your lord is dead and cold; 
You only cry in vain: 

Not all the cries of London now 
Could call him back again ! 


“You'll soon have many a noble beau 
To dry your noble tears; 

But just consider this, that I 
Have followed you for years. 


“And though you are above me far, 
What matters high degree, 

When you are only four foot nine, 
And I am six foot three ? 


“ Bor though you are of lofty race, 
And I’m a low-born elf, 

Yet none among your friends could say 
You matched beneath yourself.” 


Said she, “ Such insolence as this 
Can be no common case, 

Though you are in my service, sir, 
Your love is out of place.” 
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“O Lady Wye! O Lady Wye ! 
Consider what you do: 

How can you be so short with me? 
I am not so with you!” 


Then ringing for her serving-men, 
They showed him to the door: 

Said they, “ You turn out better now — 
Why didn’t you before?” 

They stripped his coat, and gave him kicks 
For all his wages due; 

And off, instead of green and gold, 
He went in black and blue. 


No family would take him in, 
Because of his discharge; 

So he made up his mind to serve 

The country all at large. 


« Huzza ! ” the sergeant cried, and put 
The money in his hand, 

And with a shilling cut him off 
From his paternal land. 

For when his regiment went to fight 
At Saragossa town, 

A Frenchman thought he looked too. tall 
And so he cut him down ! 4 

Thomas Hood. 
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54. GOING AN ERRAND 


POUND of tea at one-and-three, 
And a pot of raspberry jam, 
Two new-laid eggs, a dozen pegs, 
And a pound of rashers of ham.” 


I'll say it over all the way, 
And then I’m sure not to forget, 
For if I chance to bring things wrong 
My mother gets in such a pet. 


“A pound of tea at one-and-three, 
And a pot of raspberry jam, 

Two new-laid eggs, a dozen pegs, 
And a pound of rashers of ham.” 


There in the hay the children play — 
They’re having such jolly fun; 

I'll go there, too, that’s what I’ll do, 
As soon as my errands are done. 


“ A pound of tea at one-and-three, 
A pot of—er—new-laid jam, 
Two raspberry eggs, with a dozen pegs, 
- And a pound of rashers of ham.” 


z 
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There’s Teddy White a-flying his kite, 


He thinks himself grand I declare; 
Td like to try to fly it sky high, 
Ever so much higher 
Than the old church spire, 
And then—and then—but there — 


«4 pound of three and one at tea, 
A pot of new-laid jam, 

Two dozen eggs, some raspberry pegs, 
And a pound of rashers of ham.” 


Now here’s the shop, outside I'll stop, 
And run through my orders again; 

I haven't forgot —no, ne’er a jot— 
It shows I’m pretty cute, that’s plain. 


oh pound of three at one and tea, 
A dozen of raspberry ham, 

A pot of eggs, with a dozen pegs, 
And a rasher of new-laid jam.” 
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5s. A FARMER WENT TROTTING 


FARMER went trotting upon his grey mare, 
N Bumpety, bumpety, bump ! 
With his daughter behind him so rosy and 
fair, 
Lumpety, lumpety, lump ! 
A raven cried, “ Croak” and they all tumbled 
down, 


Bumpety, bumpety, bump ! 


The mare broke her knees, and the farmer his 
crown, 
Lumpety, lumpety, lump ! 
The mischievous raven flew laughing away, 
Bumpety, bumpety, bump ! 
And vowed he would serve them the same the next 
day, 
Lumpety, lumpety, lump ! 
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56. JOHN COOK’S GREY MARE 


OHN COOK he had a little grey mare, 
J Hee, haw, hum; 


Her legs were long and her back was bare, 
Hee, haw, hum. 


John Cook was riding up Shooter’s Bank, 
Hee, haw, hum; 


The mare she began to kick and to prank, 
Hee, haw, hum. 
ng up Shooter’s Hill, 
Hee, haw, hum; 
own and made her will, 
Hee, haw, hum. 
nd saddle were laid on the shelf, 
Hee, haw, hum; 
want any more, you may sing it yourself, 
i Hee, haw, hum. 


Jolin Cook was ridi 
His mare fell d 
The bridle a 


If you 
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57. A GOOD PLAY 


E built a ship upon the stairs 
All made of the back bed-room chairs, 
And filled it full of sofa-pillows 
To go a-sailing on the billows. 


We took a saw and several nails, 
And water in the nursery pails; 
And Tom said, “ Let us also take 
An apple and a slice of cake EH 
Which was enough for Tom and me 
To go a-sailing on, till tea. 


We sailed along for days and days, 
And had the very best of plays; 
But Tom fell out and hurt his knee, 
So there was no one left but me. 


Robert Louis Stevenson. 


A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 89 
P0506 OOOO LLL LOLOL LIP PPPS 


58. BERRIES 


HERE was an old woman 
Went blackberry picking 
Along the hedges 
From Weep to Wicking. 
Half a pottle— 
No more she had got, 
When out steps a Fairy 
From her green grot; 
And says, ‘ Well, Jill, 
Would ’ee pick ’ee mo? a 
And Jill, she curtseys, 
And looks just 50- 
“ Be off,” says the Fairy, 
“ As quick as you can, 
Over the meadows 
To the little green lane 
That dips to the hayfields 
_ Of Farmer Grimes: 
I’ve berried those hedges 
A score of times; 
Bushel on bushel 
TIl promise ee Jill, 
This side of supper, 
If ’ee pick with a will.” 
She glints very bright, 
And speaks her fair; 
Then lo, and behold ! 
She had faded in air. 
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Be sure Old Goodie 
She trots betimes 


«Over the meadows 


To Farmer Grimes. 
And never was queen 
With jewellery rich 
As those same hedges 
From twig to ditch; 


’ 


Like Dutchmen’s coffers — 
Fruit, thorn, and flower— 

They shone like William 
And Mary’s bower. 

And be sure Old Goodie 
Went back to Weep, 

So tired with her basket 
She scarce could creep. 
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When she comes in the dusk 
To her cottage door, 
There’s Towser wagging 
As never before, 
To see his Missus 
So glad to be 
Come from her fruit-picking 
Back to he. 
As soon as next morning 
Dawn was grey, 
The pot on the hob 
Was simmering away; 
And all in a stew 
And a hugger-mugger 
Towser and Jill 
A-boiling of sugar, 
And the dark, clear fruit 
That from Faerie came, 
For syrup and jelly 
And blackberry jam. 
Twelve jolly gallipots 
Jill put by; 
And one little teeny one, 
One inch high; 
And that she’s hidden 
A good thumb deep, 
Half way Over 
From Wicking to Weep. 
Walter de la Mare. 
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59. THE GREY SQUIRRELS 


HEN in my youth I travelled 
Throughout each north countrie, 
Many a strange thing did I hear, 
And many a strange thing see. 


I sat with small men in their huts, 
Built of the drifted snow; 

No fire had we but the seal-oil lamp, 
Nor other light did know. 


For far and wide the plains were lost 
For months in the winter dark; 

And we heard the growl of the hungry bear, 
And the blue fox’s bark. 


But when the sun rose redly up 
To shine for half a year, ; 
Round and round through the skies to sail, 
Nor once to disappear, 


Then on I went, with curious eyes, 
And saw where, like to man, 
The beaver built his palaces; 
And where the ermine ran. 


But nothing was there that pleased me more 
Than when, in autumn brown, 

I came, in the depths of the pathless woods, 
To the Grey Squirrels’ town. 
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There were hundreds that in the hollow boles 
Of the old, old trees did dwell, 

And laid up store, hard by their door, 
Of the sweet mast as it fell. 


But soon the hungry wild swine came 
And with thievish snouts dug up 

Their buried treasure, and left them not 
So much as an acorn cup ! 


Then did they chatter in angry mood, 
And one and all decree 

Into the forests of rich stone-pine 
Over hill and dale to flee. 


But the hawk and eagle, and peering owl, 
Did dreadfully pursue, 

And the further the Grey 
The more their perils grew. — 

When lo ! to cut off their pilgrimage 
A broad stream lay in view. 


Squirrels went, 


But then did each wondrous creature show 


His cunning and bravery; _ 
With a piece of the pine-bark in his mouth, 
Unto the stream came he, 


And boldly his little bark he launched, 
Without the least delay; 

His bushy tail was his upright sail 
And he merrily steered away. 
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Never was there a lovelier sight 
Than that Grey Squirrels’ fleet; 

And with anxious eyes I watched to see 
What fortune it would meet. 


Soon had they reached the rough mid-stream, 
And ever and anon 

I grieved to behold some little bark wrecked, 
And its little steersman gone. 


But the main fleet stoutly held across, 
I saw them leap to shore; 

They entered the woods with a cry of joy, 
For their perilous march was o'er, 


William Howitt. 
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60. THE CHILD AND THE SNAKE 


ENRY was every morning fed 
With a full mess of milk and bread. 
One day the boy his breakfast took, 


And ate it by a purling brook. 

His mother let him have his way. 

With free leave Henry every day 

Thither repairs, until she heard 

Him talking of a fine grey bird. 

This pretty bird, he said, indeed 

Came every day with him to feed; 

And it loved him and loved his milk, 

And it was smooth and soft like silk. 
On the next morn she follows Harry, 

And carefully she sees him carry 

Through the long grass his heap’d-up mess. 

What was her terror and distress 

When she saw the infant take 

His bread and milk close to a snake ! 

Upon the grass he spreads his feast, 

And sits down bY his frightful guest, 

Who had waited for the treat; 

And now they poth begin to eat. 

Fond mother ! shriek not, O beware 

The least small noise, O have a care — 

The least small noise that may be made 

The wily snake will be afraid— 

If he hear the slightest sound, 

He will inflict th’envenom’d wound. 
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She speaks not, moves not, scarce does breathe, 
As she stands the trees beneath. 
No sound she utters; and she soon 
Sees the child lift up his spoon, 
And tap the snake upon the head, 
Fearless of harm; and then he said, 
As speaking to familiar mate, 
“ Keep on your own side, do, Grey Pate ”’; 
The snake then to the other side, 
As one rebuked, seems to glide; 
And now again advancing nigh, 
Again she heard the infant cry, 
Tapping the snake, “ Keep farther, do; 
Mind, Grey Pate, what I say to you.” 
The danger’s o'er ! she sees the boy 
(O what a change from fear to joy !) 
Rise and bid the snake “ Good-bye.” 
Says he, “ Our breakfast’s done, and I 
Will come again to-morrow day’; 

Then, lightly tripping, ran away. 

Mary Lamb. 
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61. A FOX JUMPED UP 


A FOX jumped up on a moonlight night, 

The stars were shining and all things bright: 

“Oh, oh!” said the fox, “ it’s a very fine 
night 

For me to go through the town, heigho ! K 


The fox when he came to yonder stile, 

He lifted his ears, and he listened awhile; 

“ Oh, oh !” said the fox, «tig but a short mile 
. From this to yonder town, heigho Ne 


The fox, when he came to the farmer’s gate, 


Whom should he see but the farmer’s drake ? 

“ I love you too well for your master’s sake, 
And I long to be picking your bones, heigho ! ” 
ound the hay-stack, 
‘you are very fat, 
ride on my back 
heigho !” 


The farmer’s wile she jumped out of bed, 
And out of the window she popped her head, 
‘And she cried, “ Oh, husband ! the geese are all 


dead, r 
For the fox has been to the town, heigho ! ” 


The farmer loaded his pistol with lead, 

And shot the old rogue of a fox through the head. 
« Ah, ah !” said the farmer, “ J think you are dead 
And no more will you trouble the town, heigho ! n 


The grey goose she ran a 
“Qh, oh!” said the fox, 
And you'll do very well to 
From this to yonder tow2, 
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62. A NIGHT WITH A WOLF 


ITTLE one, come to my knee ! 
E Hark how the rain is pouring 
Over the roof, in the pitch-black night, 
And the wind in the woods a-roaring ! 


Hush, my darling, and listen, 
Then pay for the story with kisses: 
Father was lost in the pitch-black night, 
In just such a storm as this is ! 


High up on the lonely mountains, 
Where the wild men watched and waited; 
Wolves in the forest, and bears in the bush, 
And I on my path belated. 


The rain and the night together 
Came down, and the wind came after, 
Bending the props of the pine-tree roof, 
And snapping many a rafter. 


I crept along in the darkness, 
Stunned, and bruised, and blinded — 
Crept to a fir with thick-set boughs, 
And a sheltering rock behind it. 


There, from the blowing and raining 
Crouching, I sought to hide me: 

Something rustled, two green eyes shone, 
And a wolf lay down beside me. 


Aa 


a ae 
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Little one, be not frightened; 
I and the wolf together, 

Side by side, through the long, long night, 
Hid from the awful weather. 


His wet fur pressed against me; 
Each of us warmed the other: 
Each of us felt, in the stormy dark, 
That beast to man was brother. 


And when the falling forest 
No longer crashed in warning, 

Each of us went from our hiding-place 
Forth in the wild, wet morning. 


Darling, kiss me payment be te 
Hark, how the wind is roaring: 
Father’s house is a better place 
When the stormy rain is pouring ! 
James Bayard Taylor. 


100 A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 


63. THE ANT AND THE CRICKET 


SILLY young cricket, accustomed to sing 
A Through the warm sunny months of gay 
summer and spring, 
Began to complain, when he found that at home 
His cupboard was empty and winter was come. 
Not a crumb to be found 
On the snow-covered ground; 
Not a flower could he see, 
Not a leaf on a tree: 
“Oh, what will become,” says the cricket, “ of 
me?” 


oy, 
esa, 
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At last by starvation and famine made bold, 
All dripping with wet and all trembling with cold, 
Away he set off to a miserly ant, 
To see if, to keep him alive, he would grant 
Him shelter from rain: 
A mouthful of grain 
He wished only to borrow, 
He’d repay it to-morrow: 
If not, he must die of starvation and sorrow. 


Says the ant to the cricket, © I'm your servant 


and friend, 
But we ants never borro 
But tell me, dear sir, did you lay 
When the weather was warm ? i 
“ Not I. 
My heart was so light 
That I sang day and night, 
For all nature looked gay.” 
“ You sang, sir, you say? 
Go, then,” said the ant, “ and dance winter away ! ” 


w, we ants never lend; 
nothing by 
Said the cricket, 


Thus ending he hastily lifted the wicket 


And out of the door turned the poor little cricket. 

Though this is a fable, the moral is good. 

If you live without work, you must live without 
food. 
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64. THE LARK AND THE ROOK 


“i OOD-NIGHT, Sir Rook!” said a little 
Lark, 
“The daylight fades, it will soon be dark. 
I’ve bathed my wings in the sun’s last ray, 
I’ve sung my hymn to the parting day; 
So now I haste to my quiet nook 
In yon dewy meadow—good-night, Sir Rook ! ” 


` Good-night, poor Lark,” said his titled friend, 
With a haughty toss and a distant bend; 

I also go to my rest profound, 

But not to sleep on the cold, damp ground. 
The fittest place for a bird like me 

Is the topmost bough of yon tall pine tree. 


“ I opened my eyes at peep of day 

And saw you taking your upward way, 
Dreaming your fond romantic dreams, 

An ugly speck in the sun’s bright beams, 
Soaring too high to be seen or heard, - my 
And I said to myself: ‘ What a foolish bird !? 


“ T trod the park with a princely air, 

I filled my crop with the richest fare; 

I cawed all day ’mid a lordly crew, 

And I made more noise in the world than you ! 
The sun shone forth on my ebon wing; 

I looked and wondered —good-night, poor thing ! 


” 
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“ Good-night once more,” said the Lark’s sweet 
voice, 

“ I see no cause to repent my choice; 

You build your nest in the lofty pine, 

But is your slumber more sweet than mine ? 

You make more noise in the world than I, 

But whose is the sweeter minstrelsy ? vi 


65. THE MOUSE AND THE CAKE 
MOUSE found a beautiful piece of plum- 


cake, 
The richest and swee 
make; 
’Twas heavy with citron and fra 
And covered with sugar all spark 


mouse, while his eye 


test that mortal could 


grant with spice, 
ling as ice. 


“My stars!” cried the 
beamed with glee, 

“ Here’s a treasure I’ve found; 
be: 

ae | There’s a noise; 
play; x 

So I'll hide with the cake, lest they wander this way. 


what a feast it will 


‘tis my brothers at 


« Not a bit shall they have, for I know I can eat 

Every morsel myself, and I'll have such a treat”; 

So off went the mouse, as he held the cake fast, 

While his hungry young brothers went scampering 
past. 
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He nibbled, and nibbled, and panted, but still 

He kept gulping it down till he made himself ill; 
Yet he swallowed it all, and ’tis easy to guess, 

He was soon so unwell that he groaned with distress. 


His family heard him, and as he grew worse, 
They sent for the doctor, who made him rehearse 
How he’d eaten the cake to the very last crumb, 
Without giving his playmates and relatives some. 


“Ah me!” cried the doctor, “ advice is too late, 

You must die before long, so prepare for your fate; 

If you had but divided the cake with your brothers, 

"Twould have done you no harm, and been good 
for the others. 


“ Had you shared it, the treat had heen wholesome 
enough; 

But eaten by one, it was dangerous stuff; 

So prepare for the worst”; and the word had 
scarce fled, 


When the doctor turned round, and the patient 
was dead. 


Now all little people the lesson may take, 
And some large ones may learn from the mouse 
and the cake, 
Not to be over-selfish with what we may gain; 
Or the best of our pleasures may turn into pain. 
Eliza Cook. 


A JUNIOR BOOK OF LIVELY VERSE 105 


66. THE MOUNTAIN AND THE 
SQUIRREL 
HE mountain and the squirrel 
Had a quarrel, aft 
And the former called the latter “ Little 
prig Eg 


Bun replied, 
“ You are doubtless very big; 


But all sorts of things and weather 
Must be taken in together 

To make up a year, 

And a sphere. 

And I think it no disgrace 
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To occupy my place. 

If I’m not so large as you, 

You are not so small as I, 

And not half so spry: 

TIl not deny you make 

A very pretty squirrel track. 

Talents differ; all is well and wisely put; 
If I cannot carry forests on my back, 
Neither can you crack a nut.” 


Ralph Waldo Emerson. 


67. GOOD NIGHT AND GOOD 
MORNING 


A FAIR little girl sat under a tree, 
Sewing as long as her eyes could see; 

Then smoothed her work, and folded it right, 
And said, “ Dear Work, Good Night ! Good Night !” 


Such a number of rooks came over her head, 
Crying, “ Caw ! caw!” on their way to bed; 

She said, as she watched their curious flight, 

“ Little black things, Good Night ! Good Night !” 


The horses neighed, and the oxen lowed; 

The sheep’s “ Bleat ! bleat !” came over the road; 
All seeming to say with a quiet delight, 

“ Good little girl, Good Night 1 Good Night !” 
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She did not say to the sun, “ Good Night !” 
Though she saw him there, like a ball of light; 
For she knew he had God’s time to keep 

All over the world, and never could sleep. 


The tall pink fox-glove bowed his head — 
The violets curtsied and went to bed; 

And good little Lucy tied up her hair, 

And said, on her knees, her favourite prayer. 


And while on her pillow she softly lay 

She knew nothing more till again it was day: 

And all things said to the beautiful sun, 

“ Good Morning! Good Morning! our work is 


Lord Houghton. 
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68. THE FORSAKEN MERMAN 


OME, dear children, let us away; 

Down and away below ! 

Now my brothers call from the bay, 
Now the great winds shoreward blow, 
Now the salt tides seaward flow; 
Now the wild white horses play, 
Champ and chafe and toss in the spray. 
Children dear, let us away ! 
This way, this way ! 


Call her once before.you go— 

Call once yet ! 

In a voice that she will know: 

“ Margaret! Margaret !” 
Children’s voices should be dear 
(Call once more) to a mother’s ear: 
Children’s voices, wild with pain — 
Surely she will come again ! 

Call her once and come away; 
This way, this way ! 

“ Mother dear, we cannot stay. 
The wild white horses foam and fret.” 
Margaret ! Margaret ! 


Come, dear children, come away down; 
Call no more ! 
One last look at the white-wall’d town, 
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And the little grey church on the windy shore, 
Then come down ! 

She will not come though you call all day; 
Come away, come away ! 


Children dear, was it yesterday 

We heard the sweet bells over the bay? 
In the caverns where we lay, 

Through the surf and through the swell, 
The far-off sound of a silver bell? 
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 
Where the winds are all asleep; 

Where the spent lights qui erand gleam, 
Where the salt weed sways in the stream, 
Where the sea-beasts, rang’d all round, 
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground ; 
Where the sea-snakes coil and twine, 
Dry their mail and bask jn the brine; 
Where great whales come sailing by, 

Sail and sail, with unshut eye; 

Round the world for ever and aye? 
When did music come this way ? 
Children dear, was it yesterday ? 
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Children dear, was it yesterday 

(Call yet once) that she went away ? 

Once she sate with you and me, 

On a red gold throne in the heart of the sea, 

‘And the youngest sate on her knee. 

She comb’d its bright hair, and she tended it well, 

When down swung a of a far-off bell. 

She AN look’d up through the clear green sea ; 

She said: “ I must go, for my kinsfolk pray 

In the little grey church on the shore to-day. 

‘Twill be Easter-time in the world—ah me ! R ; 

And I lose my poor soul, Merman, here with thee.” 

I said: “ Go up, dear heart, through the waves; 

Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea- 
caves |” 

She smil’d, she went up through the surf in the bay. 

Children dear, was it yesterday ? 
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Children dear, were we long alone? 
“ The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan; 
Long prayers,” I said, “ in the world they say; 
Come,” I said, and we rose through the surf in the 
bay. 
We went up the beach, by the sandy down | 
Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-wall’d 
town; 
Through the narrow pay’d streets, where all was 
still, 
To the little grey church on the windy hill. 
From the church came a murmur of folk at their 


prayers, 

But we stood without in the cold blowing airs. 

We climb’d on the graves, on the stones worn with 
rains, 

And we gaz’d up the aisle through the small 
leaded panes. fs 
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She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear: 

“ Margaret, hist ! come quick, we are here ! 
Dear heart,” I said, “ we are long alone. 
The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.” 
But, ah, she gave me never a look, 

For her eyes were seal’d to the hy book ! 
Loud prays the priest; shut stands the door. 
Come away, children, call no more ! 

Come away, come down, call no more ! 


Down, down, down ! 
Down to the depths of the sea ! 
She sits at her wheel in the humming town, 
Singing most joyfully. 
Hark what she sings: “ O joy, O joy, 
For the humming street, and the child with its toy ! 
For the priest, and the bell, and the holy well; 
For the wheel where I spun, 
And the blessed light of the sun.” 
And so she sings her fill, 


dle fa her hand, 


i whizzing heel stands still. 
She steals to th the Cindow are a 
And over the sand at the sea; iad 


And | her eyes are set in a stare; Y 
And anon there breaks a sigh, a 
And anon there drops a tear, i 
From a Sorrow-clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, ASA 

A long, long sigh; 
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For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden, 
And the gleam of her golden hair. 


Come away, away, children; 
Come children, come down ! 
The hoarse ATA blows coldly: 
Lights shine in the town. | 


| She will start from her slumber 
l When gusts shake the doo 
4 She will hear the winds h 
» Will heam the'waves roa 


We shal E Ya age 
| The V ave a whirl, ga 


A ceiling of amber, / E 
A P t of pearl. WNI 

Singing, “ Te came a mortal, Ro: 

But was k less was she pe pe 


And alone dwell for e ever i 
The kings of the sea,” ü 
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But, children, at midnight, 
When soft the winds blow, 

When clear falls the moonlight, 
When spring-tides are low: 

When sweet airs come seaward 
From heaths starr’d with broom; 
And high rocks throw mildly 

On the blanch’d sands a gloom: 
Up the still, glistening beaches, 
Up the creeks we will hie, Pst 
Over banks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves dry. 
We will gaze, from the sand-hills, 
At the white, sleeping town; 
At the church on the hillside — 
And then come back down. 
Singing, “ There dwells a lov’d one, 
«But cruel is she ! 

she left lonely for ever 
Thi i of the sea.’ 


A NG Matthew Arnold. 
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